FORBIDDEN JOURNEY
our one tin of crab—a present from the Japanese Consul at
Vladivostok—was considered worthy to be sacrificed on such
a day.
As a termination to the proceedings we regaled the
assembled multitude with a gramophone concert. Then we
settled down to discuss our itinerary with one half of it, Assa
Khan. He knew all the Kuen Lun passes as far as distant
Khotan. But the map was vague and we had difficulty in
tracing the route already covered. That very morning we
had come over a pass and down into the flat depths of the
Guldja valley, but according to the map, this was part of
the depression in which we were to find Tokuz Dawan and
its encampments.
Four endless days still separated us from our immediate
goal. Thanks to the melting of the snow that covered the
round backs of the barely visible Achik Kul Tagh, we found
every evening a trickle of water in some lateral valley or
where little patches of grass were beginning to show. But our
marches by day were so monotonous that they seemed cen-
turies long. Peter protested against the monotony in his own
fashion. Often he would stop for half an hour in some ditch,
sheltered from the wind and smoking his pipe. Then the
business of rejoining us kept him occupied for a while. I took
good care not to stay with him, for though the camels did not
go very fast, they never stopped, and I knew how difficult it
would be to find them again once one lost touch.
In the morning I rode Cynara, so as to be able to hand her
over to Peter at the end of his Asiatic Marathons. The hours
round midday were always hard to while away. Being tired,
one grew impatient for the halt. I got into the habit of
saying lines of poetry over and over to myself and walking
to the rhythm of them. In the middle of those vast stretches
of yellow earth dried up by the sun and the wind, none
pleased me as much as:
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